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Summary: The third Love Live event is over and IH's is parting ways. 
However, when Kotori ' s cousin comes back, she will find out how close 
her family is to the urban legend of the Kamen Rider 


1 . Door of Dreams 

AN: This is what happens when you binge-watch Love Live and Kamen 
Rider Black RX on the same night. This is also what happens when the 
plot idea practically overrides other chapter plans for Comes the 
Night and Tyrant. Also, this is what happens during really slow days 
at work but that's another storyaC 1 enjoy . 

Masked Family 

Chapter One: Door of Dreams 

Outside the Tokyo Dome, everything was still. 

The third Love Live event had ended hours ago with the headlining act 
being the final performance of the School Idol Group from Otonokizaka 
Academy: IH's. Although they had made their decision to disband a 
year earlier, public expectation and excitement had allowed them to 
perform at the event as before they left the industry for good. 

"Is the coast clear?" 

Peeking around the corner, 18 year old now-former idol Honoka Kosaka 
nodded at her friends as they smiled at each other in relief. 

Although they were now a technically defunct unit, that didn't seem 
to have stopped the legion of fans they had somehow managed to pick 
up from all over the world. Indeed the mere mention of their names as 
headliners for the Love Live had drawn fans from all over the world 
to support them, though they were steadfast in their decision to end 
the group. After all. Sunny Day Song was now one of the highest 
ranking Idol songs worldwide and had finally managed to topple Futo's 



school idol unit on the charts for several months now. It was nice to 
finally have some time to relax and reflect on all that had happened 
in the past few months and think about the days ahead. 

Maki Nishikino, Rin Hoshizora and Hanayo Koizumi would still be 
attending Otonokizaka Academy as third year students while helping 
the Idol Research Club to prosper and grow. Eli Ayase ' s sister, 

Arisa, and her own little sister, Yukiho, would be continuing in 
their duties as second year members and nurturing the first year 
students that had come in. Eli had a semi-steady job as a ballet 
instructor in the still-recovering Zawame City and was putting all of 
her years of hard work to good use, though her students regularly 
complained that she was being too harsh on them. Nozomi Tojo was 
always near and her fortune telling abilities had made her successful 
as a business consultant of sorts. According to Eli, she was 
receiving many propositions but had turned them all down. Nico 
Yazawa, after much soul-searching, had finally realised her passion 
wasn't being an idol but performing in front of an audience and had 
enrolled into a prestigious voice training academy in Zawame and was 
due to start in a few weeks. 

Her childhood friends, Kotori Minami and Umi Sonada were staying in 
Otonokizaka for a few more months as they weighed their options. 
Kotori, in particular, was debating studying overseas as the fashion 
school had sent her another letter of offer. Australia wasn't as far 
away as America but it would mean she would be away from them for 
most of the year. Honoka grumbled under her breath at this as it 
wasn't fair that the school could just send her another offer, even 
though she had declined the first time. Of course, Kotori would say 
that she didn't formally decline the offer and had just postponed it 
until after she had graduated ... which probably would account for the 
hasty phone call she had made after the concert in the auditorium. 
Thinking about it now made her smile softly. On the other hand, Umi 
would be training hard in archery for selections for the Japanese 
Archery Olympic team. 

Eor a moment, the nine of them looked up at the starry sky and smiled 
in contentment. There were no more practices to attend, no more steps 
to memorise and no more songs that needed to be sung. Everything was 
peaceful and quiet. 

"Kotori, you've grown up into a fine young woman." 

The sudden voice startled them and made them all look around for the 
source, especially Kotori as she knew that voice from somewhere. As 
they calmed down somewhat, they could hear slowly approaching 
footsteps as the speaker stepped into the light. He was a solidly 
built man, about the same age as Honoka ' s father, wearing light 
clothes and a dark leather jacket that contrasted with his grey 
pants. Lines creased his face and his strange belt buckle reflected 
the external light off the twin red gems. Whoever this strange man 
was, he seemed to have a dangerous aura around him a€" like he was 
always ready to spring into action. His expression was grim but it 
slowly melted into a smile as he saw the girls; strangely, it was an 
expression that was reflected on Kotori ' s face. 

"Kotaro ! " 

With a squeal of delight, Kotori ran into the welcoming arms of her 
cousin and grinned broadly as he enveloped her in a tight and warm 



hug. She hadn't seen him for her entire career as a School Idol as he 
was overseas working but he had sent her a few postcards from the 
places he had visited. She had always wondered how someone 
freelancing as a helicopter pilot could find work in places as remote 
as the middle of the Sahara Desert or deep within the Amazon 
Rainforest but her mother had always said there were people that 
needed to go somewhere. Interestingly, the locations also seemed to 
correlate with an incident in the area with wild reports that some 
sort of armoured attacker had been seen but this was mainly relayed 
by the drunks of the area. Releasing her cousin, she looked at him 
critically and smiled as she assured herself that nothing untoward 
had happened to him. Turning to her friends, she beamed happily and 
bounced on the spot in excitement . 

"Guys, this is my cousin Kotaro Minami . He was overseas for the past 
few years but now he's returned. How long are you here for and have 
you told Mum about it?" 

Kotaro Minami, also known to some as Kamen Rider Black RX, rubbed the 
back of his neck nervously. For the past three years, he had been 
ruthlessly hunting down the remnants of the Crisis Empire that were 
led by the dangerous Dictator Bloody. Their plots had spanned from 
poisoning the Amazon River to kidnapping the Egyptian Prime Minister 
and holding him in the Sahara Desert but he had always been there to 
stop them in their tracks, with help from time to time. Thanks to his 
relentless search, his forms had grown more powerful and had evolved 
extra attacks, which was rather helpful with his Robo Rider form. The 
last battle had been in the ruins of Yggdrasil Tower in Zawame City 
where he had received help from the Armoured Riders against a plot 
that would have covered the world in Hellheim's fruits once again. 
Interestingly, there weren't any held grudges from the so-called 
'Battle Royale ' that had happened around the revival of the Badan 
Empire . 

He hadn't even intended to be in Tokyo today but one of his contacts 
had acquired information regarding what was shaping up to be one of 
their most dastardly plots yet a€" to kidnap members of his family 
and forcibly transform them into kaijin. Although his real parents 
had been killed by Gorgom when he had been born, his step-father 
Soichiro had given him a few phone numbers regarding his surviving 
family members. Recalling how nervous he had been when speaking to 
the then newly appointed Director Minami, he smiled again at his 
cousin and her friends. Casting an eye around the area, he hoped his 
call for assistance had gone through and that the proper figures were 
coming towards him. He certainly didn't want a repeat of what had 
happened in the seemingly abandoned theatre outside Sydney. 

"Yes, Kotori, I have told your mother about me being in town. She 
sent me to pick all of you up, though it may be a bit of a tight 
squeeze with all nine of you and your costume changes." 

Honoka smiled lightly, relaxing as she realised that Kotori had often 
talked about her cousin in the past. Of course, she hadn't properly 
been listening most of the time but recalled her telling them that he 
was always overseas for business. A small part of her mind also 
wondered why their names were so similar but she supposed it didn't 
matter. Amazement soon turned to puzzlement as she wondered, rather 
predictably aloud, how he knew they would be performing at the Love 
Live if he had been overseas. Catching everyone face-faulting at her 
question, she looked around and shrugged innocently. After all, it 



made sense that Kotori ' s cousin wouldn't have known they were 
performing in the Dome as he had been overseas buta€lhe had just said 
that he had spoken with her mother soa€ 1 and her brain was finally 
catching up with the rather air-headed thing she had just 
said . 

"Don't be so hard on them, Kotaro. You'll manage somehow." 

Turning at the new voice, Kotori ' s eyes widened as she saw a man who 
she had only seen in photos a€" Takeshi Kongo, an amazingly smart man 
who had been in the same class as her grandfather but had been forced 
to drop out after spending a weekend away. She didn't know much about 
him except what she had been told, though she had heard a strange 
rumour that he had been seen near the site of one of the rumoured 
underground 'Badan' attacks that had been in the news a while ago. 
Kotaro walked up to greet his senior and began discussing things with 
him as everyone else crowded around her, asking her questions about 
them. Rin was the most insistent, the energetic and feisty third year 
student wanting to know more about the two and what adventures her 
cousin had had. Not even when she had been torn between going 
overseas to study fashion had she been under so much pressure and she 
closed her eyes as her composure began to crack. Fortunately, any 
explanations on her end were quelled by another voice that boomed out 
through the air. 

"Minami Kotaro, this is where you meet your end." 

Thunder rumbled overhead as a massive lightning bolt smashed into the 
ground metres away from where they stood. Terrified, the girls 
huddled together and shrieked in fear as Kotaro and Kongo stood in 
readiness. The energy coalesced into a slim man wearing what appeared 
to be a blood-splattered lab coat and a pith helmet. Around his waist 
was a decaying leather belt which held a simple, two-pronged dagger 
and a single-shot pistol, the belt buckle displaying some strange 
sort of symbol that almost looked like the eagle of Shocker; the evil 
organisation that had operated from the shadows. Kotaro glanced at 
Kongo, knowing his identity would soon be revealed to his cousin a€" 
something he had been avoiding for quite some time. Kotori was too 
young, still too innocent, to be introduced into the darkness in him 
and the evil he had been battling overseas and her friends would be 
caught up in the destruction. 

On the other hand, if he didn't reveal his identity, the media would 
be up in arms of the brutal deaths of Japan's idolsa€land the Crisis 
Empire would easily pin the blame on him. Years of work would be gone 
in an instant and he would be forced to spend the rest of his life on 
the run. No, as much as he hated to do it, revealing his identity was 
the only way for Kotori and her friends to survive. Ke only hoped, 
though the hope was fading fast, that the other Riders he had 
contacted would soon be arriving. Ke knew how strong the man in front 
of him was and what he was capable of. Kongo was good backup but his 
cyborg body was starting to weaken against the constant wear and 
tear. Privately, Kotaro hoped that when the time did come for an 
upgrade, Kongo wouldn't bulk up his body with more layers of 
armour . 

"Whoa€ 1 who are you?" 


The figure sneered at Eli and withdrew his dagger, twirling it around 
in the air in front of him. Strange humanoids dropped from the sky. 



as if called by some unheard command. They were dressed in uniform 
grey jumpsuits and were wearing what looked like hocky masks to 
conceal their faces. Silently, they spread out to encircle them a€" 
trapping the girls and the two men. 

"I am the Ultimate Commander of the Crisis Empire! I am Dictator 
Bloody! RX, you will meet your doom here! There is no 
escape ! " 

Kotaro growled as the hairs on the back of his neck stood up a€" a 
sure sign that an energy barrier had been deployed. He had been 
caught in one of these traps before and knew what to look for to 
disable it. Unfortunately, the means to do so would be outside the 
barrier and what it looked like was only known to him and a few other 
Riders. He shifted his stance slightly, opening his jacket at his 
waist to reveal the Sunriser Belt and the twin King Stones that were 
set on it. Fighting at night would mean he couldn't use his Robo 
Rider form effectively but, fingers crossed, he would make do with 
his normal form and Bio Rider. He tensed up as he felt someone grab 
onto him but relaxed when Kotori ' s scared voice rang in his 
ears . 

"Kotaro, what is going on? Who or what is RX?" 

Shaking his head, he pulled his clothes free from Kotori and looked 
at her. She was so small, so fragile in her training clothes, eyes 
shimmering with unshed tears. All of them were the same, delicate 
flowers that had to be protected at any cost. Closing his eyes, he 
thought back to the end of the so-called ' Showa vs Heisei Rider 
Battle' and how Kouta Kazuraba, Kamen Rider Calm, had shielded a 
single flower from what would have been a devastating attack. His 
determination then to protect all forms of life had been crucial in 
getting through to Hongo that the newer Riders knew what they were 
doing in protecting emotions first. Avoiding looking at the hurt and 
confusion in her eyes, he looked at her friends once more and 
noticed, with pride, how close they seemed to each other. That 
strength would serve them well in the future and would guard their 
minds against the revelation to come. Looking at Hongo once more, he 
nodded slowly. 

"KotoriaC 1 I will explain later, I promise. Hongo, we don't have 
time . " 

Hongo nodded once and stepped back to allow his junior to take the 
lead. He had received a call from the daughter of an old friend out 
of the blue, asking him to help with movement of her daughter and her 
friends from the Love Live event in Tokyo Dome. Although he wasn't 
really one for the newer styles of music and the trend of school 
idols, he had watched a part of the concert and, much to his 
enjoyment, had found their performance stirring something inside him. 
Willing his Typhoon belt out of his torso, he stood side-by-side with 
Kotaro as he started the transformation 
process . 

"Henshin ! " 

Kotori ' s eyes widened as brilliant glows enveloped the two men, 
temporarily shutting off the spotlights around them. Shielding her 
eyes against the intense light, she could just make out what appeared 
to be heavily stylised armour sliding over their bodies, encasing 



them in strange suits. Blinking the afterimages from her eyes as the 
lights illuminated the area once more; she heard the surprised and 
shocked gasps of her friends as they took in the sight in front of 
them a€" the widespread urban legend of the Kamen Riders made real in 
an instant. The figure on the left a€" Kongo, she thought a€" was 
dressed in a black bodysuit with silver gloves, boots and a red belt 
with twin stripes running down his sides. His torso was covered in 
stylised armour that was similar to the thorax of a grasshopper and 
his helmet was modelled after the insect. Kotaro, on the other hand, 
was clad in a more streamlined uniform in shades of green and black. 
His helmet was modelled after a grasshopper as well, though with 
larger eyes and a smoother mouth-plate. There seemed to be a solar 
panel on his chest, above his twin stone belt buckle. 

Though his armour seemed to be slightly less flashy, Kotori could see 
the power that was surging beneath the plates as steam escaped from 
the cracks . Her mind was in turmoil and she didn't know what to 
think. Her cousin and an old family friend had just changed into, if 
the urban legend was to be believed, superheroes. She had seen a few 
recordings of the Beat Riders in Zawame City and Eli and Nozomi had 
told her of them but she never thought this would happen. Shaking her 
head to clear the lightness in her mind, she wondered what other 
surprises the night would throw at heraCl before realising she really 
didn't want to know the answer to that. 

"I am the Child of the Sun!" 

Kotaro ground his teeth together as he held his pose, knowing 
Kotori ' s image of him was crumbling away. He didn't know what she 
knew about the Kamen Riders, if she admired them as the heroes they 
were represented as in the urban legends or if she hated the 
destruction they seemed to cause wherever they went. However, now was 
not the time to be thinking of such distressing things and he 
banished them to the back of his mind. Gorgom had ensured he would 
never have a normal life and the Crisis Empire had ensured he would 
never find lasting peace but that was soon to change. Dictator Bloody 
was in front of him and he didn't want him to slip through his 
fingers at the last second. Tonight was the night where everything 
would finally end and, for a moment at least, he would find 
peace . 

"Kamen Rider Black RX ! " 

TBCaC 1 


2 . Riders United 

AN: Sentences in italics are English 
Chapter Two: Riders United 
Kotori didn't know what to think. 

Eor what seemed like ten minutes, she had stood in shock as the two 
Kamen Riders cut through anything in their path. The rest of her 
friends didn't seem to be coping much better, though Eli, Nozomi and 
Maki were trying the hardest to move everyone back behind one of the 
pillars, flashes of light and fire punctuated each punch and kick, 
reflected in the tears of fear and confusion that ran down her face. 



Of course, she had heard the legend of the Kamen Riders and their 
sacrifices in protecting civilians from the evils of the world but to 
think she was closer to them that she had realiseda€ 1 squeezing her 
eyes shut in terror, she could only hope that this was just all a 
fever dream brought on by nerves for the third Love Live. However, 
that would mean that the performance on stage in front of thousands 
of IH's fans was also nothing more than a figment of her imagination 
and since they had all performed so well, that was something she just 
couldn't bear. 

No, as much as she feared it, she had to face the facts that were in 
front of her. Kotaro was one of the Kamen Riders and, from the looks 
of it; he had been one for a long time. He hadn't tried to take the 
weapons of the humanoids facing him once and had easily disarmed and 
destroyed most of them with only a few hits. Of course, that wasn't 
accounting for the fact that those humanoid fighters just kept 
dropping down from the sky in waves. One or two had come close to the 

group but had been knocked back via Umi and Nozomi. The purple haired 

girl had picked up quite a bit of martial arts knowledge since living 
in Zawame but she had also, according to Eli, started to get more 
curious about the incident that had been covered up by Yggdrasil; 
something about plants almost covering the world or something. 
Whatever it was, it had been on their first overnight training 
mission and their pillow fight had blocked out the noise of missile 
detonations. A shudder ran down her back as she thought of the 

destruction that must have been caused. Had Kotaro been there in the 

middle of the battlea€land which side had he been on? 

"Kotori, you mustn't think of your cousin as a monster. We're all 
shocked about this about as much as you are but you do realise the 
Riders are humanity's hope, right?" 

Opening her eyes, she found herself looking into Nozomi's warm gaze. 
Managing a slow nod, she forced herself to look up at the battle 
again with fresh eyes. She was utterly amazed at what she could see; 
Hongo fighting the forces at the front and sides with more power and 
force than she had thought he could muster for someone almost into 
his seventies. He was leaping into the air to deliver devastating 
punches and kicks, making whole groups of monsters explode with what 
seemed like just a touch. Some of his movements were slow in places 
but he showed blazingly fast speed in dispatching three creatures 
that were sneaking up on her cousin. As for Kotaro, he was busy 
dealing with those that slipped past Kongo's fists and feet, 
destroying them effortlessly before they could reach the huddled 
group. However, as Umi and Nozomi could attest to, some of them were 
just too fast for him. Two Riders facing insurmountable odds would 
easily rip through the forces but if they were preoccupied with 
defending thema€ 1 Kotori ' s eyes widened as she realised they were the 
overall target. 

"RX, you left them wide open!" 

Cackling loudly as he leapt over the heads of the Riders, Dictator 
Bloody landed in front of the cowering girls and raised his dagger. 
Two Riders wouldn't be able to stand in the way of his plans, 
especially one the blood of the girl had fed one of the creatures 
waiting in the wings. He had been nurturing the others after 
stumbling upon them in the long abandoned ruins of Gorgom's base, 
though the one that needed the blood had only emerged a short while 
ago. From the energy he could taste in the air, he knew the barrier 



keeping other Riders out was still up a€" though it had a slightly 
different taste than what he knew. It was no great matter though and 
whatever music industry he allowed to exist under his rule would 
survive the loss of IH'saClif his brain would allow Sunny Day Song to 
exit. His enhanced hearing picked up the sound of running footsteps 
coming their way but he paid in no mind. The disguise he had 
specifically chosen for the shield transmitter would ensure that no 
one would know on its existence until it was too late. Admittedly, he 
had stayed up rather late the past several nights wondering how to 
get the signal to penetrate the concrete. 

"Eli, watch out" 

Eli's eyes widened in fear as the deranged man slashed his dagger at 
her, barely missing her arm as she fell back. Nozomi grabbed under 
her arms and dragged her back from the fevered slashes of the madman 
as the others picked up whatever loose debris they could in an 
attempt to fight back. Eeeling a whistle of air near her left ear, 
she lifted a shaking hand to it and felt a warm liquid running down 
the side of her face. Collapsing in horror, she stared at the monster 
as his dagger reached its final apex and she knew it would be the end 
for her. Surprisingly, she didn't feel any fear at all a€" only 
slight regret that she hadn't fully confessed her feelings for 
Nozomi. Oh well, they would be together soon enough 
anda€ 1 

"Henshin ! " 

The second shout echoed through the air as a figure somersaulted over 
the heads of the group to land a powerful kick to Dictator Bloody's 
chest. Still enveloped in its transformation energy, it struck a pose 
as Dictator Bloody rubbed his eyes in shock, unable to comprehend 
what was in front of him. Kongo and Kotaro stopped fighting to look 
at the newcomer, amazement evident in their body language. A slight 
breeze picked up, blowing a red scarf through the air as the energy 
finally died down so Eli could look at her saviour. Aesthetically, it 
looked at lot like Kongo's uniform but with differences such as a 
slightly darker helmet, red boots and gloves and a single stripe down 
its sides. He was Hayato Ichimonji, also known as Kamen Rider Nigo 
and the second half of the Double Riders. He had been summoned here 
by Kotaro 's request but had arrived too early and had managed to 
catch all of the third Love Live, capturing the smiling faces of the 
performers and crowd. 

"HowaClhow is there another Rider here? The barrier should 
haveaC 1 " 

Ichimonji shook his head at his words. There had been no barrier or 
transmitter anywhere, just a cracked slab of concrete and a slightly 
dazed tourist wandering around. He had noticed a faint aura of power 
coming from him but had managed to point him in the right direction, 
though he was still wondering why he kept muttering about being in 
the wrong place. He supposed he could look for him after the fight to 
see if he had vacated the area but right now, he had a plot to put to 
an end. 

"There was no barrier and your time is over. Dictator 
Bloody ! " 


Dictator Bloody shook his head in denial. His plan was slipping 



through his fingers and there was nothing he could do to salvage 
ita€l except, maybe they could turn the tide for him. Reaching out 
with a telepathic touch, he deftly slid open the lock on the hidden 
cage and waited to see his creatures emerge into the light. 
Interestingly, the mirrored beast that had been the last to emerge 
slunk out first. As he travelled internationally on a semi-regular 
basis, he was required to understand other languages. English was his 
strongest language after Japanese but he couldn't really understand 
the ramblings of the creature that had been birthed from the 
reflective surface. Apparently it was the last of its kind and had 
been trapped in Japan for quite a long time, absorbing the powers of 
the Mirror Monsters that had popped up several years ago for a brief 
period . 

"What? What is that?" 

Nico blinked in amazement as the creature emerged into the light. 
Although it had an overall resemblance to a humanoid spider, it was 
covered in some sort of silvery sheen a€" almost like a mirror. Its 
claws glistened wetly in the light and she could only imagine how 
potent the venom that dripped from its four fangs was. Taking a step 
back, she turned at Hanayo ' s squeal of fear and felt her heart leap 
into her throat as several similar looking creatures emerged from 
various nooks and crannies around them; some squeezing out from 
impossibly tiny gaps. Paused in the middle of holding a Chap in a 
chokehold, Kotaro's blood ran cold. 

"Spider Mutant sa€ 1 but I destroyed all of Gorgom with the Creation 
King ! " 

Dictator Bloody laughed as he rubbed his chest, willing the last 
remnants of pain and shock to fade. He would never tell RX where he 
had found them and they would surely spell doom for his family. 
Ichimonji clenched his teeth together and hoped that he could drive 
them all away before they injured or killed some or all of them. 
Leaping up, he pushed power to his right fist and slammed it against 
the mirrored creature. To his concern, it didn't explode the way most 
creatures did when they were hit with his Rider Punch but slowly 
turned towards him as if sizing him up. 

_"You are not who I would battle normally but you will do for 
now"_ 

Blinking at the English coming from its maw, Ichimonji almost 
couldn't defend himself from the assault of blisteringly fast 
slashes, kicks and web blasts that the monster threw at him. Ealling 
hard onto the ground, he looked up at the monster to face his own 
death with dignity when it was blown away by five blasts of energy. 
The battle paused for a second time as the five figures that had 
fired on the seemingly indestructible monster came into the light, 
eliciting a shared gasp of recognition from the three girls who 
worked in Zawame City. That figure was clad in a white bodysuit with 
almost Samurai-esque markings on the lower arms and legs. Protecting 
its upper chest was a set of armour that almost looked as though it 
had been created from the skin of a muskmelon and its helmet was 
shaped like a samurai's. Around its waist was a black belt with a 
strange cutting board device on it and something that looked like a 
sliced open melon. In its outstretched hand was a weapon that seemed 
to be a cross between a gun and a sword with a yellow set of lights 
that seemed to indicate its remaining ammunition. The figure shot the 



weapon again, sending energy blasts whizzing through the air to 
impact against the creature once more. 


The second figure seemed to be, for all intents and purposes, a 
chimera of sorts with a red birdlike head, green insect-like legs and 
yellow arms that ended in tiger claws. On its chest was a symbol that 
combined all three animals and a strange coin-holder-like buckle and 
there was a strange sword in its hands, though it seemed to contain a 
coin slot and a dispensing lever. Next to it, another figure stood in 
somewhat simplistic blue, white and red armour patterned after a 
dragonfly, holding a robotic dragonfly-like weapon. Honoka ' s eyes 
widened as she barely made out the words on its buckle a€" they were 
of the company ZECT that had tried to buy the family store a few 
years ago. Of course, they had failed and, soon after, the company 
had collapsed. To think that the company had Kamen Riders that had 
been working for it was almost unthinkable but, she supposed, you 
could easily get anything with money. 

On the other side of the white warrior was a figure that looked 
similar to the Unidentified Life Form 4 that had been seen more than 
a decade ago; though its armour looked much more elaborate and 
stylised. Its helmet seemed to be patterned in the likeness of a 
Chinese Dragon and there was a strange yellow oval around its waist. 
The last figure wore gold-trimmed blue and grey armour that seemed to 
be organic in places, pulsing weakly like it was alive. A medium 
sized design of the Ace of Spades was on its chest and its buckle was 
shaped after a deck of cards. On its left hip hung a holster that 
contained a medium-sized sword that was decorated with the motifs of 
the suit of Spades and its helmet was modelled after a Rhinoceros 
Beetle. Kotaro breathed a sigh of relief, while Dictator Bloody let 
out a scream of unholy rage at the sight. 

The Kamen Riders had arrived. 

TBCa€ 1 

AN: Next chapter involves a lot of exposition and, perhaps, the 
arrival of someone who doesn't belong in this worldaO 1 


3. No Brand Girls 
Chapter Three: No Brand Girls 

Never in her wildest dreams could she have imagined this. 

Still half-dragging Eli's stunned and limp form away from the 
battlefield, Nozomi watched the eight Riders fight. It was almost 
like practiced choreography; the way they ducked and twirled in the 
light and away from the deadly attacks of the enemy was literally 
magic. And, yet, she could see the bonds of familiarity between them 
a€" bonds that had probably been forged by shared experiences and 
sorrow. She saw the dragonfly themed Rider smack the left side of his 
belt and vanish in a blur of motion, sending the humanoid monsters 
flying. A glance to her left showed an impossible sight of cards 
flying from the blade of the blue beetle Rider, seemingly giving him 
the ability to execute a lightning blast from his weapon. Even behind 
them, the dragon themed Rider with the golden crest of horns twisted 
the left side of his belt, his form shimmering and changing to a gold 
and blue form with a strange staff-like halberd as a weapon. 



"Who are they?" 


Rin shook her head slowly as she registered Hanayo clinging tightly 
to her. Of course, everyone in the Tokyo area had heard the urban 
legend of the Kamen Rider, a warrior that fought for the protection 
of peace and sanity against unnamed evils but she had dismissed it as 
that a€" something with no basis in reality. Compared with the 
athletic achievements of Ryo Ashihara and the incredible cooking 
skills of Souji Tendou, Kamen Riders seemed almost too mystical. That 
didn't mean she hadn't researched all of the information about them 
she could. All of their battles were known by her as well as the foes 
they fought against from the first Kamen Rider until the newest one 
that had just popped up a few weeks ago. Only Hanayo knew of her 
secret hobby and she encouraged it, though she had been a bit 
hesitant at first. To think that Kotori had links to Black RX and the 
original Kamen Rider was incredible but she knew that, until a few 
moments ago, the girl hadn't known of it. 

"The Kamen Riders; warriors granted unimaginable power to fight 
against the forces of darkness that threaten the world." 

The words fell from her mouth without her realising them. Rin crept 
as close as she dared to see the battle a€" RX delivering deadly 
kicks and chops to the Chaps around him, 000 switching out the tiger 
claws on his arms for something that looked like praying mantis 
blades and the Armoured Rider Zangetsu, from Zawame City, carving up 
those around him. Kamen Rider Drake had exited his Clock Up mode and 
was blasting away with the Drake Zecter, clearing a path for the 
girls to run to shelter if they wanted toa€ 1 and Rin wanted to run 
away. She wanted so desperately to run away from this nightmare and 
wake up on the day of the third Love Live, ready to perform one last 
time. She felt Honoka ' s hands on her shoulders, dragging her away in 
a similar fashion as Nozomi was doing with Eli. In a small corner of 
her mind, she hoped this event would be the final catalyst that would 
allow the purple-haired girl to confess her rather obvious attraction 
to her friend. However, the bigger part of her mind was hoping that 
this wouldn't send her emotions over the edge. 

Ever since they had set the date for the third Love Live as their 
final concert, Nozomi had been acting slightly strange. She had been 
staring at them with a strange expression of wistfulness on her face; 
very reminiscent of when they had been composing Snow Halation 
together and on the day of their graduation. Eor the sake of everyone 
around her, Rin hoped she didn't do something crazy stupid as, in her 
own words; the nine of them together was a miracle coming true. She 
had to know that, no matter what, they would always be close friends 
a€" no matter how far they were from each other. Plus, it wasn't as 
though one of them was going to go to space or anything; they would 
still be on Earth and within reach. She hoped her friend understood 
that though. Blinking in surprise as the blue and red form of Kamen 
Rider Drake appeared in front of her, her mouth dropped open as she 
heard a strangely familiar voice coming from him. 

"Uh, is there a Kotori Minami somewhere here? I'm sorry; I'm not one 
for facesaC 1 which is a tad ironic." 

Kotori blinked slowly as her mind caught up with her ears. She 
recalled the name of the Australian school that had sent her the 
Letter of Offer in her second year and the name of the business 



founder she had spoken to in haste after the concert : Daisuke Kazama. 
He had been known as one of the greatest make-up artists in the world 
a few years ago before dropping off the face of the planet for a few 
months during the Worm incident. After the dust had settled, he had 
reappeared and opened up a small fashion and design school that 
expanded overseas with glowing praises from everyone in the industry. 
Slowly raising up her right hand, she nodded at the Rider. Pulling on 
a lever protruding out from the tail of his Zecter, the Rider armour 
dissolved off him to reveal the man underneath. Dressed in his 
signature brown vest with a dark collared shirt, light grey pants and 
his black beret, he looked like a normal person and not someone who 
had been, only moments ago, blasting away humanoid 
creatures . 

Daisuke looked at the girl, noting the similarities between her and 
Kotaro. Both had a serene quality in their mannerisms but held fierce 
fire in their eyes. He recalled the hurried conversation he had held 
with the girl a few years ago and his agreement that her acceptance 
to his school would only come into effect after she had finished her 
school idol duties. At the time, her name hadn't meant anything to 
him but now, knowing she was the cousin of the famed Kotaro Minami, 
well, that changed things considerably. With Yuriko managing the 
Australian campuses as best as she could, an opportunity had come up 
for him to open up a smaller school back in Tokyo. At first, he had 
been hesitant as the memories of Rena's destruction had haunted him 
for a long while. However, he had recently had a long talk with 
Tendou and had come to the decision that it should be done for the 
sake of the future. Well, something along those lines anyway. 
Additionally, he could easily see the bonds of strength and 
friendship these girls had with each other; a sight that warmed his 
heart considerably. 

"I am pleased to inform you that you will not have to travel overseas 
in a few weeks. The School of Makeup, Fashion and Design is expanding 
yet again and I am looking for locations to open in the Tokyo area; 
perhaps even in the same spot as the original school was." 

Kotori blinked in surprise as an explosion blossomed behind them. If 
he was opening up a branch in Tokyo, she wouldn't have to leave her 
family and friends. She would be staying in Japan and wouldn't have 
to learn an advanced level of English before starting the course. On 
the other hand, her lELTS Test Results had come back a few days ago 
and had granted her the overall band score of 6.5; a very envious 
score indeed. However, her mother had advised her to do a few weeks 
of English anyway as a precautionary measure. Relief and elation 
spread through her as her legs gave way due to the stresses of 
performing and seeing her cousin again. Honoka and Umi caught her 
before she could hit the pavement and began chattering excitedly at 
her, expressing great relief that she wouldn't have to leave. Daisuke 
looked at them and smiled, before looking over to the battle with a 
grim look on his face a€" a look Nozomi didn't miss. 

She was extremely grateful and happy that Kotori wasn't leaving for 
Australia but she was still melancholic as fate would soon conspire 
to pull them apart once more. Her card reading this morning had been 
extremely specific: there would be two endings today, an arrival and 
a sudden departure. The arrival was heralded by the return of 
Kotori ' s cousin and one of the endings had been the dissolving of 
IH's. She didn't know what the other ending was to be but, with the 
appearance of the strange mirrored spider monster, she had a sinking 



suspicion she knew what it was. The only way she knew to prolong 
their lives was to sacrifice hers; a rather selfish decision but one 
borne from love. Closing her eyes, she muttered a prayer of guidance 
under her breath and slowly set Eli down behind the elated Kotori. As 
if mirroring her internal anguish, a light peal of thunder rumbled 
overhead and, soon after, rain began to fall. Her clothing would be 
ruined beyond repair butaClwell, it would be ruined anyway. Eli, 
finally recovering from the shock of her experience, caught her right 
arm and looked confused. 

"Nozomi? What are youaCl?" 

Any more words were silenced as Nozomi leaned in to place a tender 
kiss on her lips. Eli's heart raced as she leaned into the feeling 
and warmth she had only dreamt about. The others watched on, slightly 
embarrassed by the display of affection a€" though Daisuke held a 
faint smile on his lips. Pulling the blonde closer to her, Nozomi 
intensified the kiss, slipping her tongue into Eli's mouth and 
hearing her softly moan in delight. Reluctantly breaking off the 
kiss, she looked at Eli and tried to commit her face to memory, 
though it really should have been the other way around. Stepping away 
from her, she looked at the continuing battle and sighed. 

"I'm sorry, Eli. I can't keep my feelings bottled up any more. I'm in 
love with you so much and I don't want us to be apart. But the cards 
have said today will be an ending today in more ways than one. IH's 
is no more and we'll be pulled apart again. This miracle is one that 
can't be allowed to end. This feelingaClI want to cherish it the only 
way I know how." 

Not wanting to look at their hurt faces, she knelt down in front of 
Eli once more and gave her another kiss, this time on the forehead. 
She looked at the others and tried to put on a brave front, though 
she was certain she was crying her eyes out. Daisuke was torn between 
stopping her foolish endeavour and allowing it to continue to 
whatever end she had planned a€" though he would stop her if he had 
to. And if he couldn't, well, Tendou had travelled through time once 
before using his Clock Up System or he could run down to the Milk 
Dipper and ask that unlucky kid he had seen there for assistance. He 
also hoped the rain wouldn't get any heavier as the majority of his 
luggage was still out in the open; albeit, being shielded by some 
foreign tourist. Swallowing hard, Nozomi took a step towards the 
battlefield, before looking back to speak to Eli once more. 

_"I love you so much, Eli. Always remember that . 

Eli's brow furrowed at the English words as she finally realised what 
her friend was about to do. To sacrifice her life for her friends 
would take an incredible amount of bravery. It would also take an 
incredible amount of stupidity as the other Riders could easily cover 
their retreat from the venue without any blood spilled. Shaking her 
head in denial, she was aware of the others in various states of 
shock and alarm as their minds processed what was about the happen. 
Honoka, in particular, looked like she was about to explode or burst 
into tears. As her friend stepped away from them, she yelled out in 
horror, not wanting her final memory of her to be being ripped to 
shreds. Rising to her feet, she scrambled towards her but slipped on 
the wet ground, unceremoniously crashing into Maki and 
Nico . 



"Nozomia€ 1 no, what are youa€ 1 " 

The next few moments would be burned into the minds of everyone for 
the rest of their lives. Breaking free from the rest of the group, 
the mirrored spider monster charged towards Nozomi with an expression 
of bloodlust clearly evident in its dead eyes. Acidic venom smoked on 
the ground as its fangs discharged in almost orgasmic ecstasy. Its 
armour was cracked in places but no blood was seeping through. 

Leaping into the air, the monster heard a sound of running footsteps 
and crackling energy but paid it no mind. The Riders of this world 
were weak and would fall easily after they had witnessed the death of 
this foolish human girl. He would gain the strength and, more 
importantly, power needed to breach the dimensional barrier and bring 
chaos to the ones that had sent him here. How he would be able to 
gain revenge on the mysterious Rider was beyond his level of 
understanding but it would happen. Baring his fangs once more, he 
leapt into the air in what would be the final moments of the girl's 
lif e . 

_"Watch out ! 

A glowing figure leapt over Nozomi and slammed into the monster, 
knocking it off course. As the creature crashed to the ground, Nozomi 
blinked slowly and shook her head as if coming out of a stupor. What 

had come over her in the past few moments, she didn't know but now 

that it had apparently vanished from her mind, she could think 

clearly for the first time since the ending of the concert all those 

hours ago. Thinking back, she had recalled seeing something moving in 
one of the mirrors near her but had dismissed it as a figment of her 
imagination a€" up until the point where something had come out of 
the mirror to splash onto her face. Lifting up her right hand, her 
fingers caught onto some sort of webbing and pulled it away; though 
that motion did nothing to quell the emotions churning up inside her 
heart. Looking at her saviour, she stumbled back as the 
transformation glow surrounding it faded, leaving her stunned at the 
new sight. 

"Whoa€ 1 who are you?" 

The new Rider was clad in orange material that almost looked like 
spandex with a flickering flame design running down his sides. His 
chest was covered with a simple armoured vest with a symbol embossed 
on the upper right side. From her vantage point, it looked almost 
like a dinosaur of some sort but that couldn't be realistic. Short 
spikes protruded from his shoulders and curved slightly upwards, 
though they were too dull to be used as ramming weapons. His fists 
were covered by white gloves that looked as though they had been 
speckled with some sort of red colouration and his black boots 
glistened wetly. His head was covered by a frighteningly realistic 
helmet that looked nothing like the other Riders; moulded in the 
shape of a snarling dinosaur with no discernable mouth plate that she 
could see. On his belt was a strangely streamlined device that looked 
like an enlarged buckle of some kind and there was a turret of some 
kind on his right arm. In short, whoever this new player was, he 
looked as deadly as he could get without brandishing a bloody 
machete. Opening her mouth to ask again, the figure turned his head 
slightly and spoke in slightly accented English. 


"Kamen Rider RAPTOR." 



TBCa€ 1 


AN: And, with this. Masked Family is officially part of my massive 
Ultra Crystals universe/Mult iverse . Of course, I need to write the 
chapters leading up to this event but they'll come soon. Also, 
italics are English. 


4 . Power to Tearer 

AN: Yes, I have made Masked Family part of the Ultra Crystals 
multiverse but the only 'required' prior chapter readings are Kamen 
Rider Tyrant chapter 40 (Unexpected Assistance) and Powers Unleashed 
chapters 89 (Another Crossing) a€" 92 (Trivial Matters) . Well, only 
until I finish writing the events leading up to this, that is. And, 
yes, I am using Idiosyncrat ic Episode naming with IH's and Kamen 
Rider song titles. English words are in italics... as usual. And I 
don't own the licensed chatracters. 

Chapter Four: Power to Tearer 

Weihan Liang was not having a very good time. 

After coming down from the high of piloting the Dino Ultimax against 
Slashing Vengeance, he had to wait until his double had cobbled 
together the parts needed for the smaller Dimensional Opener and 
assembled everything. He was noticeably silent about what had 
happened with AJ and Hartford's son but he supposed he needed to 
concentrate without thinking of unnecessary things. For some reason, 
he had added a recall function just in case he landed in a dimension 
that was overly hostile. When he had asked why this was needed, since 
the data from the Dimension Door would be ported, his double had 
explained that, while they had an accurate assessment of where his 
home dimension actually was, the slight variances in the frequencies 
that had occurred when Xenix had moved from Equestria had thrown 
everything off by an extremely slight margin. If he were to use the 
Dimension Door, the small variances would be exacerbated and could 
cause him to be stuck in his dimension a€" but in the past or far 
future. Since he had no desire to see another evil future ever again, 
he had wisely decided to wait. 

His double had informed him that, if he did press the recall button, 
it would take some time for a clean signal to punch through the 
variances. He had estimated around forty to fifty minutes with a 
ten-minute window for a stable portal to be generated. Anything more 
than that and he would run the risk of rupturing the Dimension 
Barriers so severely that he would cause total and complete failure. 
He had taken that information to heart as he really didn't want to be 
responsible for trillions upon trillions upon trillions of lives 
being snuffed out. After a quick charging of his Turbine from the 
Ultra Cavern, he had opened a portal and had stepped through to what 
he hoped was home. Unfortunately, it wasn't as smooth as he had 
hoped. His journey had ended, rather abruptly, several storeys up and 
he had a strange feeling he had hung in the air for a few seconds 
like some sort of cartoon characteraC 1 before slamming into the ground 
below. Some sort of antennae poking up from the concrete had opened 
up a rather deep gash in his leg but it had been healed thanks to his 
Ultra Crystal. The residual pain, however, had taken a bit longer to 
fade away. It was then that he had realised he wasn't in the right 
dimension . 



By his reckoning, he was in Japan, outside the Tokyo Dome, but there 
were posters around him advertising an event, and a band, he had 
never heard of. Also, there was a small point about the date on the 
posters being 2015a€lbut he wasn't going to nitpick this turn of 
events. After being mistaken by a tourist by two strangely familiar 
men, he had wandered off in their direction before coming across a 
strange sight near the back area. While he hadn't really kept up with 
the Kamen Rider shows back home, he had seen one called Black RX and 
had, eventually, ribbed Dex about the similar armour design and if he 
was going to claim any royalties. There was a group of nine girls 
around the same age and one of them, a tall girl with ash-blonde 
hair, was speaking to a guy that looked maddeningly like the main 
actor a€" Tetsuo Kurata. As the signs around him were advertising the 
third Love Live event, he didn't really know what was going on but it 
hadn't seemed like a fan signing. He had wanted to leave the rather 
intimate reunion but something had compelled him to stick around, 
albeit out of sight. Feeling rather like a creeper, he had crouched 
behind a nearby pillar and wondered why his 'danger sense' was 
pricking. He also debated whether or not to press the recall button 
but had held off until he knew what was going on. As it had turned 
out, he had fought the urge to groan out loud as soon as the strange 
Japanese guy in the bloodied lab coat had appeared from a lightning 
bolt . 

As his Japanese was a bit too rusty for comfort, he hadn't really 
understood what was happeninga€ 1 until the supposed actor and another 
man that had joined him had transformed into actual Kamen Riders. He 
had openly gaped at the sight and had to fight the overpowering urge 
to transform as he didn't really want to be seen as an enemy Rider. 
When the other Riders showed up and joined the battle, he had made up 
his mind to leave the area and wait for everything to end. However, 
he had been close enough to the girls to hear the confession of the 
purple-haired one to the blonde that had been threatened by the 
creepy old guy. Peeking around the pillar, he had seen her stepping 
away from the groupa€ 1 and then he had seen the creatures that had 
been summoned. He had moved on instinct, summoning the Turbine to him 
and transforming while running towards them and shouting out a 
warning that he desperately hoped was understood. Leaping into the 
air, he soared over the heads of the stunned girl and slammed his 
fist into the spider monster while wondering how in Celestia a Wraith 
had appeared. As he heard a question from behind him, he answered as 
best as he could a€" praying that the question had been regarding his 
identity . 

_"Kamen Rider RAPTOR. 

Without wasting any more time, he launched himself at the recovering 
Wraith and slammed his left fist into the creature's chest. He could 
hear the cracking of its armour and hoped that the hit hadn't been 
hard enough to make it bleed. The last thing anyone needed was to see 
a spider creature making a weapon out of its blood. He followed up 
with an elbow strike to its mouth, a knee to its chest and a€" 
finally a€" a full clip unloaded into its head from the Rider Shoot. 
As it fell back, he positioned himself for the finisher before a 
barrage of web blasts caught him unawares. Silently cursing at 
himself for forgetting there were other monsters apart from the 
Wraith, he fell to the ground and struggled in an attempt to free 
himself. He could hear one of the girls talking to the others and, 
within moments, could see them around him tearing off the webbing 



that obstructed his hands and feet. They kept asking questions but he 
couldn't really understand what was being said, though he was able to 
pick up on their names. The ash-blonde girl was Kotori and the one 
that had willingly put herself in front of the Wraith was Nozomi. Her 
hopeful girlfriend was Eli and the energetic orange haired girl was 
Honoka. The serious one that kept instructing them was Umi, the quiet 
one was Hanayo and the other girls were Rin, Nice and Maki . After a 
few moments, his hands were free of the webbing and he tore the rest 
of the silk away from his legs. Closing his eyes under his helmet, he 
wondered how he would get out of this situation. Thinking hard about 
his next actions, he almost missed the heavily accented voice coming 
from Nozomi. 

_"Thank you for saving me and freeing me from its control. What is 
happening here?"_ 

He opened his mouth to speak but a flash of light to his left alerted 
him of danger. In one deft movement, he grabbed the surprised girl 
and twirled around as a blast of energy splashed across his back. 
Roaring in pain, he blinked through the warnings flashing up and 
ground his teeth together as the destructive energy chewed through 
several layers of armour within seconds. As soon as it reached the 
final layer of armour, which had become so hot to scorch his skin, 
the blast stopped and he willed the Power to heal him. Breathing 
heavily, he looked down at the scared girl and tried to push 
everything to the back of his mind a€" something that was harder than 
it sounded. Looking up at the other eight girls, and a rather stunned 
untransformed Rider, he managed a weak grin and moved his left hand 
in the universal sign of thumbs up. Releasing Nozomi from his grip, 
he shakily stood up and turned to face the Wraith. He didn't know how 
it was possible but there was no mistaking it; this Wraith was a 
reincarnation of the one that had attacked outside Australasia 
Worldwide several months ago. Tightening his hands into fists, he 
stepped towards the Wraith and growled. 

_"I destroyed you months ago and in my home dimension. How the fuck 
did you return? 

The monster stared at him for a brief moment before starting to 
laugh . 

_"So, you do remember me. I do not know what this word 'dimension' 
means but my anger and hatred upon you did not fade with my 
destruction. I awoke in this place and was found by that man over 
there. He witnessed my emergence and promised me the death of the 
Rider; however, if I had known it was you a€" I would have hunted you 
down myself !"_ 

Resisting the urge to take his eyes of the Wraith for a single 
second, Weihan activated the rear cameras on his suit. Much to his 
consternation, several of the monitors were blank but he could see 
that the untransformed man was steadily moving the girls away from 
the battle area. Looking past the Wraith, he could see the other 
Riders engaged in battle with the remaining grunts and the other 
Spider monsters but, as they weren't Wraiths, he knew they could 
handle themselves. Summoning the Rider Blade to him in a flash of 
flames, he settled into a ready stance and prepared for the 
counterattack . On the other hand, he wanted to know what the main 
goal of the Wraith was. 



_"Seems to me you got duped. I wasn't even here until a few minutes 
ago. What's your game plan, then? After you supposedly defeat me, 
then what? Bloodless Mary doesn't exist here and there are plenty of 
other Riders that can take you down . 

Nozomi's ears perked up on the piece of information the mysterious 
Rider had provided; that he was from another dimension and had only 
recently arrived. There was also a name that made no sense to her or 
Daisuke a€" Bloodless Mary, though she doubted it had any connection 
to the other urban legend of Bloody Mary. Shaking her head, both from 
the adrenaline of saving his life and the thought of what she had 
almost done, she looked back at her friends to gauge their reactions. 
As expected, almost all of them were looking at the circling battle 
that was reaching its peaka€ 1 except Eli. The blonde girl was looking 
at her with a mixture of emotions on her face: sorrow, confusion and 
a strange look of love that filled her with warmth. They would need 
to have a talk about what had happened in the near future but, for 
some reason, she wanted to prolong it as long as she could. 

Chastising herself for her silly thoughts, she stifled a sob as she 
recalled the dagger that had come so close to taking Eli away from 
her. She had survived the encounter with only a small nick on her 
left ear but if the other Rider had been just a fraction of a second 
too slowaCl 

"Don't think about it, Nozomi." 

Hanayo ' s voice from her right made her jump as the orange clad Rider 
charged at the spider monster. She looked away from the clashing of 
his blade against the mirrored armour to see the quiet girl looking 
at her with a ghost of a smile whispering on her lips. 

"You were thinking about what could have happened, weren't you? It 
didn't happen a€" Eli didn't die and neither did you. We're not sure 
what that webbing did to you but all of us are relieved you're not 
under its command any more. Although, you will have to talk to her 
soon . " 

Swallowing back her protest, she wondered how Hanayo had become so 
observant of her thoughts and the feelings of those around her. 
Raising her head to look at Eli again, she shyly smiled at her friend 
and wondered when she would find her true courage again. Yes, the 
nine of them coming together was a miracle and it would always be one 
but another miracle was happening in front of her. If she didn't do 
anything, it would slip away but was she really strong enough to take 
Eli's hand and be led to a new future together? It almost didn't seem 
possible. She was so caught up in her thoughts; she missed the 
regrouping of the other Riders around them; Dictator Bloody, the 
Chaps and the empowered Spider mutants pushing them to their limits. 
Kotaro, in particular, was amazed by how strong the mutants had 
become a€" even with his enhanced and upgraded attacks. They weren't 
going down as easily as before and the few blows he had traded with 
the mirrored creature before it had run off were almost like striking 
against wet concrete. However, whoever this new Rider was, he seemed 
to be doing a better job. 

The Rider Blade produced a shower of sparks at it grazed the back of 
the Wraith once more. Weihan didn't like this one bit as he had no 
control over the flow of the battle. One moment, he was setting up 
for the Raptor Blitz and the next moment he was dodging a volley of 
maddeningly familiar poison and paralysis barbs and blocking them so 



they didn't hit the mass of people behind him. Adding to the pressure 
was the fact that the hockey-masked grunts, the other spider 
creatures and the weird guy in the lab coat were attacking him as 
well a€" forcing him to go on the defensive more often than he would 
like. On one hand, he felt at ease; as if this was something that he 
should have been used to by now a€" barring the fact that Bloodless 
Mary and Jabarkas had only attacked with one Wraith at a time and had 
held off on sending those mirrored grunts. On the other hand, he was 
starting to feel as though they were stalling for something; that he 
seriously needed to get everyone out of the way before something 
permanent happened to them. On the other hoof, he also was keeping a 
very close eye on the way the Wraith moved around the lab coat 
guy . 

He had been the one to see the revival of the Spider Wraith, which 
meant that his blood being spilled would fully power the Wraith to 
its original power. The events of the Colossus Wraith and how hard he 
and the others had to fight to even put a dent in it was still fresh 
in his mind and he seriously doubted he would have assistance from a 
cross-dimensional finishing move this time. Channelling fire to his 
palms, he rolled away from an attack and shot a stream of white-hot 
fire at the group of monsters a€" destroying one outright in an 
explosion of blue flame. Seeing the destruction that had been 
wrought, the lab coat guy started screaming in Japanese. 
Unfortunately, he didn't know what was being said at all. 

"You, you destroyed one of my pets! One of my beautiful Gorgom mutant 
pets! You, damn you Rider, you damned Rider a€" you will not get away 
with this! Full Burst Setup!" 

Kotaro swallowed hard as Dictator Bloody called the remaining mutants 
and thea€ 1 Wraith, he had head it being called, to him. Drawing out 
his single-shot pistol, he pointed it at the Rider as a dangerous 
cloud of energy began to crackle between the individuals. For his 
part, the new Rider knew that whatever was happening wasn't a good 
thing and instantly began to run towards the group a€" yelling at 
them in English to shield the girls. Summoning most of his power to 
his forearms and back, Kotaro threw his arms out to form an energy 
shield that would block out most of the blast. Unfortunately, he had 
only tried this trick once and didn't really know how strong it would 
be. He saw the others setting up meagre defences of their own; Blade 
coating his body with the Metal Trilobite Undead card, Agito using 
the Storm Halberd as a spinning shield and Zangetsu attempting to use 
his Melon Defender in the way it was originally envisioned. Taking on 
the blast head-on would drain the majority of their power and would 
leave them vulnerable to attack in their weakened state, though the 
same would be true of Dictator Bloody and his entourage of 
monsters . 

Leaping into the air, the Orange Rider could see the other Riders 

setting up their forms of defence but the amount of energy that was 

being set up would be too great for them to block. He had something 
up his sleeve and Shining Light was guiding him on how to go about it 
but it was risky. It was extremely risky and there was a 9-in-lO 
chance that successfully pulling this off would leave him in a coma 
for Luna knew how long. But he had looked into Nozomi's eyes and had 
seen the depth of emotion and passion there. He had seen the way she 
had taken charge and helped pull the webbing off him so soon after 

being freed from the controlling webs of the Wraith, an ability he 

hadn't known about until just then. He could see the bonds of love 



and kinship she held with the other girls and had felt the bonds they 
shared with her. He couldn't allow the Wraith to snuff everything out 
in an instant and, even if there was a chance he would die in this 
other dimension, he would do whatever it took to protect their hearts 
and innocence. Landing in front of the group as the lab coat guy 
began firing, he crossed both arms in front of him and dug his heels 
into the ground. He wanted to protect their innocence for as long as 
he could. 

Even if it killed him. 
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5. Psychic Fire 
Chapter Five: Psychic Fire 
"Is he awake yet?" 

Kotaro looked down at the figure and shook his head, causing his 
cousin's shoulders to slump down in defeat. Thanks to their 
mysterious saviour, they had suffered very little damage in the Full 
Burst attack Dictator Bloody had fired at them. Most of the 
destructive energy had bounced off the incredibly powerful shield 
that he had erected and had blown the Crisis Empire leader and his 
group of creatures clear across the way. Where they had ended up, the 
Rider wasn't sure but he hoped they weren't in a position to attack 
immediately or they would be crushed. Running a hand through his 
hair, he looked down at the man once more and shook his head; 
wondering where he had come from. As far as he knew, the newest Rider 
on the block was some kid named Takeru who transformed into Kamen 
Rider Ghost and he had heard nothing from any of his contacts about 
other Riders appearing. Even the name, Kamen Rider Raptor, was 
unfamiliar to him a€" though he had a strange feeling the person in 
front of him wasn't from this dimension. 

Looking behind him at the other Riders, he sighed in frustration as 
he checked himself for any internal damage. His cousin and her 
friends were unharmed, though Nozomi was still recovering from the 
mental trauma of what she had nearly done. In a way, he understood 
what had happened. The 'Wraith' had shot a strand of near-invisible 
webbing at the girl from the shadows and that had called upon and 
magnified her deepest instincts of love, protection and 
self-sacrif ice . When she had taken it off her face, its powers had 
been lost. It was an extremely devious act and one that spoke of vast 
levels of intelligence. He just hoped there weren't any more Wraiths 
lurking around in the shadows. Gently tapping on the Sunriser buckle, 
he looked over the faces of those he had gathered and picked the one 
that would be the best suited for the next task. 

"Kenzaki, can you sense anything from him?" 

The brown haired man walked over and placed a hand on his chest. 
Closing his eyes, the Blue Joker Undead sifted through the emotions 
and energies coming from the new Rider and furrowed his brow in 
confusion. He was picking up on a fierce determination, echoes of 
extremely chaotic battles and a strange sense of despairing loss. 
There was also something inside his mind, almost like a spiritual 
presence that was guiding him and helping him find the emotions and 



memories he was searching for. In all his years helping people as an 
Undead, he had never found someone with such strong qualities; except 
the Riders around him. However, his dealings with Tsukasa Kadoya had 
allowed him to pick up on small particles he had come to call 
'Extradimension Waves', though they weren't really waves at all. The 
Rider on the ground was practically bathed in them and they were two 
different types as well, though they were very similar to each 
other . 

Images began to flash inside his mind's eye of impossible battles 
involving hundreds, if not thousands, of combatants, impossibly tall 
monsters, a reptilian creature holding a bloody railroad spike as 
long as his arm and a dragon monster exploding in a violet fireball. 
Incredibly, he also saw a vision of something on an incredibly small 
screen of his exploits as a Rider when he had been human; complete 
with subtitles. Lifting his hand from the unconscious man in shock, 
Kenzaki shook his head as he tried to process what he had just seen. 
There was no doubt in his mind that he wasn't from their dimension 
and had come to theirs either by accident or some strange quirk of 
fate. However he had come here, there was no denying that he had been 
a massive help in the past ten minutes. The only issue now was when 
he would wake up and if it would be soon. Since becoming an Undead, 
he had discovered that his senses in detecting evil had strengthened 
and he was receiving rather odd signs from the area where Dictator 
Bloody and the monsters had been flung. 

_"What the hell happened? 

The young man below him stirred and groaned in English as he awoke 
from his slumber. Although he had been in many English speaking 
countries, Kenzaki had never properly grasped the language as he 
hadn't stayed in one place for a very long while. Eor a semi-retired 
Pulitzer Prize winning photographer, Hajime was always on the move. 
Stepping back, he allowed Kotaro, Hongo and the two English speaking 
girls to crowd around the reclining man; chuckling lightly at the 
brief flash of distress and confusion on his face. 

Upon later reflection, Weihan would have sworn that the first thing 
he had seen when coming out of his micro-coma was Nozomi's chest. Of 
course, he could be certain of that as he had found himself being 
enveloped in a flying hug/tackle that was very reminiscent of 
Pinkie's glompsa€ 1 only he was on the ground and there wasn't really 
any place he could move. Briefly wondering why every single girl he 
seemed to meet always wanted to hug him in awkward positions, the 
Rider struggled to sit up. Although it didn't seem as though he was 
hurt, he allowed a wave of Power to pass through him as 
reinforcement. Shifting his body to be comfortable while ensuring 
nothing was standing at attention, he snorted in amusement at the 
girl clinging to him and nodded at the two men. Now he knew they 
weren't Tetsuo Kurata and Hiroshi Eujioka but the actual Kotaro 
Minami and Hongo Takeshi. This would make one hell of a story to tell 
when he got back but he wasn't sure anyone would believe it. 

_"So, by now you've figured out that I'm not from around here. My 
name is Weihan Liang and, from where I'm from, I am known as Kamen 
Rider Raptor. I came here by accident while trying to get back to my 
home dimension. 


Shifting slightly to avoid outright groping Nozomi in front of a 
visibly amused Eli, he brought out his Dimensional Opener and checked 



it for any external damage. Thankfully the recall button hadn't been 
accidentally pressed, which meant he was still OK and wasn't going to 
be unavoidably hurried. Slipping it back into its subspace pocket, he 
wondered why he hadn't done that before, before shaking his head. 
Whatever the reason, it wasn't important as wondering why a€" and how 
a€" a Wraith had been created in a dimension that was practically cut 
off from his. Also, he would probably have to do some explaining to 
the Riders that were peering down on him and the sobbing girl on his 
lap but, excruciating as it was for him to leave a girl in distress, 
it would have to wait. Holing up a finger to staunch the flow of 
oncoming questions, he thought back to the first battle with the 
Spider Wraith and the first meeting with Bloodless Mary. It had 
looked more like a spider then and hadn't seemed to possess any sort 
of speaking abilities, though its intelligence and cunning had been 
rather high. Its webbing hadn't had any sort of magical compulsion 
ability either; making this new change all the more 
worrying . 

Exhaling slowly, he closed his eyes and psychically probed Nozomi's 
mind to see if he could find any traces of the control that the 
Wraith had put her under. As expected, he found nothing a€" only a 
vague sense that something had been done to the chemical makeup of 
her mind. Channelling a light burst of energy into her mind, he felt 
her squirm slightly as the healing energy ensured she would be safe 
from any repeat incidents. He also tried to put the feeling of the 
squirming at the back of his mind but, judging from the muted giggles 
coming from Kotori, he wasn't doing such a good job. Opening his 
eyes, he found Nozomi staring at him and could see a faint flicker of 
orange energy in her eyes. To his right, Kotaro crouched down and 
addressed him with a question that needed to be asked. 

_"Thank you again. What was that creature and why was it so 
strong? 

Weihan looked up at the night sky and wondered what he could safely 
tell them. Kotori had finished translating the question to the other 
girls and Riders and they were awaiting his answer. Making up his 
mind, he opened his mouth. 

_"They're called Wraiths, beings born from the mirror that have 
extraordinary strengths and very few weaknesses. Bloodless Mary leads 
them; though I doubt you'll have to face her here. The only way to 
defeat them is with a combination of high heat and blunt force impact 
or a blast of heavily concentrated energy. Anything else and it'll 
bleed; allowing the Wraith to shape it into weapons. What I don't 
understand is how one of them, especially one I defeated a few months 
ago, was able to come back."_ 

Shaking his head once more as Kotori translated his answer, he mulled 
over that thought in his mind. He could see no form of alien 
holographic technology, so he could rule a Simul-Deck malfunction off 
the list. Sighing under his breath, he looked past Nozomi and the 
Riders to the flat expanse of ground they had been fighting on. He 
didn't know who had dragged his unconscious form away from the battle 
site but he was willing to bet it had been one of the Riders. Or it 
was Rin. Chuckling as he heard the disgusted sounds coming from the 
others as Kotori explained, he pulled out the Activation Gem and 
stared at it, wondering why he had ended up here. Had it been a 
glitch in the co-ordination software that couldn't be re-corrected in 
time or had he run afoul of one of the ripples that Xenix had 



produced? Or it could have been that he was supposed to have been 
here all along; that this world was where the original anomaly that 
had opened up after the battle with the Colossus Wraith should have 
sent him. Honestly, it was giving him a headache and a half just 
thinking about it . 

An, yet, he couldn't be more excited to be in this world. It was one 
with actual Riders from various shows he had, admittedly, only 
watched one or two episodes of and with Riders that he had never seen 
before. The guy in the business suit and the guy carrying his 
underwear on a stick piqued his interest and he made a mental note to 
look out for their Rider shows in the future. Rolling his head to 
loosen up the muscles, he swallowed hard as he realised his eyes had 
been wandering to Nozomi's amplea€ 1 charms . Looking the other way only 
served to fluster him more as the girls were wearing what appeared to 
be training gear with little regard to how it clung to their bodies. 
Attempting to push those thoughts out of his mind, all chatter was 
silenced as a pained scream rang out from across the way a€" being 
cut off abruptly as if the screamer had beena€ 1 no . He felt a torrent 
of ice water gush down his spine as he connected the dots. Carefully 
slowing his breathing to not panic the others, he motioned Kotaro and 
Hongo to come closer and spoke in a low voice so Nozomi wouldn't hear 
and become even more frightened than before. 

_"There are two ways a Wraith can attain its full power. One is by 
waiting an hour or so or by not using much energy during that time. 
The other way is by killing the person, or people that saw it emerge. 
Now, I don't speak a whole lot of Japanese but I'm willing to bet 
that lab coat guy saw the rebirth of the Wraith. Judging by that 
scream, I doubt that guy is alive but I hope to Hell I'm wrong. If 
I'm not, you and the other Riders need to protect these girls at all 
cost and leave the Wraith to me. I'm the only one with enough power 
and experience to handle whatever new tricks it's picked up with its 
Awakening . 

The two Riders looked at each other before nodding, making him exhale 
in relief. On the other hand, he hadn't told them that he had only 
seen one Awakened Wraith but they didn't need to worry about that. As 
much as he wanted to sit on the ground in front of the Tokyo Dome 
with a beautiful girl on his lap, he could hear the heavy footsteps 
coming closeraC 1 something he could see the other Riders picking up 
on. Steeling himself for what he would see, he rose on slightly 
shaking legs and turned around to faceaC 1 something rather 
unexpected . 

"Surprised to see me alive?" 

Dictator Bloody's grin turned into a grimace of pain as he looked 
down at the bleeding stump that had once been his right arm. He had 
been right not to turn his back on the mirrored monster for an 
instant as it had moved with an uncanny speed and had cleaved off his 
arm neatly. Even if he won the next battle, he wouldn't get his arm 
back as it had been swallowed whole a€" and twitching a€" by the 
monster. The Spider mutants seemed unsure of this new development but 
they would follow the stronger leader. Unfortunately for the Riders 
and their new ally, they wouldn't be around long enough to prepare a 
counter-attack . This meant he would be forced to reveal his greatest 
transformation and he would be willingly casting aside his humanity. 
On the other claw, he had cast aside too much for something silly 
like emotion to get in the way. Clenching his eyes shut, a deep and 



guttural growl ripped free from his throat and caused all individuals 
to take a step back as his body began to ripple and change. His ribs 
burst from under his lab coat, sending a gout of blood and flesh onto 
the pavement as his organs slid around each other, jostling for their 
new positions. 

His feet exploded in a shower of bloody mist as taloned toes unfurled 
from the flesh layer he had hidden them in. He could feel 
unimaginable agony tearing through his back as his spinal column 
detached from his ribs and peeled away from him, twisting and turning 
to become a bladed staff. His left arm bulged grotesquely outward as 
a secondary arm, created from the cells of the late Emperor Crisis 
and implanted inside his body before his ultimate defeat, pulled its 
way free. The remaining bones in his right arm pushed out from his 
stump to create small bone blades. Finally, a helmet made up of a 
reptilian creature formed on his head. 

"Grand Bloody will see to your destruction. Riders!" 

Chuckling darkly, the Awakened Spider Wraith pushed his former master 
aside, causing the accursed Raptor Rider to stiffen in shock. While 
he hadn't changed outwardly that much, he was brimming with a greater 
amount of power than he had felt before. Plunging his hands into his 
cracked chest, the Wraith used his new energies to fashion his blood 
into twin-barbed swords and pointed them at the miserable human. He 
knew he wasn't fully Awakened as the thing that had seen his 
emergence still lived and breathed but he would gain all of his 
Awakened abilities upon its miserable destruction. The Spider Mutants 
would prove for a useful distraction against the Riders and they 
would be held down to watch the torture and deaths of the weak girls. 
That would break their heroic spirits nicely and his revenge would be 
complete . 

_"Ready for Round Two, Rider? I promise it will not be as easy as 
before . 

Gently disengaging Nozomi's arms from his neck, Weihan pushed her 
behind him and stood in front of her, aware that the others were 
standing in front of the girls as well. Upon review of this scene 
later, he would find amusement in the way they positioned themselves: 
Hongo protecting Honoka, the guy in the business suit watching over 
Maki, the second Rider a€" Ichimonji a€" in front of Nico and, of 
course, Kotaro in front of Kotori. Flashes of light signalled the 
summoning of various belts, locks and cards and he summoned the 
Turbine in a burst of flame. As the belt tightened, he lifted up the 
Activation Gem and prepared to transform and protect the relative 
innocence of the girl behind him. This light show would almost 
surpass the one he had witnessed during the final battle with Xenix 
but it would be all worth it in the end. As Hongo and Kotaro nodded 
at him to begin the sequence, he couldn't help but feel incredibly 
honoured and humbled by the action. Inhaling deeply, he channelled 
power to the gem and yelled out with all his 
might . 

_"HENSHIN! 
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AN: Ha. Yeah. So that happened. I may up the rating on this story if 
it gets any bloodier. Of course, I can't really get any bloodier than 



having people explode via going too fast or having railway spikes 
jammed into one's body... 


End 
f lie . 



